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EMBRACE, with heart-felt fatisfaftion, every opportunity that offers of recognizing the perfonal Friendship that hath fo long fubfifted 



between us. The prefent Occafion allows me to do this in a manner moft flattering to my Vanity ; and I have accordingly taken 
advantage of it, by presenting this Work to your Patronage, and honouring it with your Name. 



It cannot be thought an unwarrantable anticipation to look up to you as feated in the moft dignified fituation that a grateful People can 
offer. . The univerfally avowed Willi of America, and the Nearnefs of the Period in which that Wifh will be accomplifhed, fufficiently 
juftify fuch an Anticipation ; from which arifes a confident Hope, that the fame Wifdom and Virtue which has fo fuccefsfully conduced 
the Arms of the United States in Times of Invafion, War, and Tumult, will prove alfo the fuccefsful Patron of Arts and Sciences in 
Times of national Peace and Profperity ; and that the Glory of America will rife confpicuous under a Government defignated by the 
Will, and an Adminiftration founded in the Hearts of the People. 



With refpefl: to the little Work, which I have now the honour to prefent to your notice, I can only fay that it is fuch as a Lover, not 
a Matter, of the Arts can furnifh. I am neither a profefs'd Poet, nor a profefs'd Mufician ; and yet venture to appear in thofe characters 
united ; for which, I confefs, the cenfure of Temerity may juftly be brought againft me. 



If thefe Songs (hould not be fo fortunate as to pleafe the young Performers, for whom they are intended, they will at leaft not occafion 



much Trouble in learning to perform them ; and this will, I hope, be fome Alleviation of their Difappointment 



However fmall the Reputation may be that I fliall derive from this Work, I cannot, I believe, be refufed the Credit of being the firft 



Native of the United States who 




produced a Mufical Compofition. If this attempt Ihould not be too feverely treated, others may be 



encouraged to venture on a path, yet untrodden in America, and the Arts in fucceflion will take root and flourifh amongft us 




hope for your favourable Acceptance of this Mark of my Affection and Refpeft, and have the Honour to be 



Your Excellency's moft obedient, and 



Philade lphia 
Nov. 20th, 1788* 



$ 



Moft humble Servant, 



F. HOPKINSON. 
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SONG 



I. 





L argo 



Come 



fair Kofina , coroe away, long 




r 




/ 



\ 



fince ftera Winters Storms have ceas'd,see 



? 



na 



tu re in 



her 



be ft 



Array in- vitesus 



to 



h 



er 



rural Feast 



> 




/ 



"S 



The 



Seafon fhall her Treafures fpread^her mellow fruusher mel lowfruits 



a 



nd 



Harveft Brown, her flowVs their frefheft 



o 



do 



urs 





fhed,and ev-ry Breeze pour Fragrance down, Her flowVs theirfrefheft Odours fhed,and 



ey^ry Breeze pour fragrance down 





At noon well feek the wild wood's fhade 
And oeV the pathlefs verdure rove, 

Or,near a mofsy fountain laid 



Attend the roufic of the prove', 
At eve,the Hoping mead invites 
With lowing herds and flocks to ftray; 
Each hour fhall furnifh new delights, 
And love and joy fhall crown the day . 
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SONG 



II 
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My Love is gone to 





Sea,whi1ft 



I his ab/cnr.e- raourmno 



•> 



Joy fhall fmile on 



me 



5 



un til my Love re - turn; He afkU me for his Bride, and m^ny Vows 



fa 



e 




wore, I 




blaftfd and foon co 



m 



ply'd 



> 



I 



blufh'd and foon com 



ply'd 



> 



m 




heartwas his be 



fore^ 



m 



y 



heart 



was 



his , 



m 



y 





ruh 




*■* - 



He 3ft was his be 



fore 




A 



°nc It'.ilc month waspaCt 
\r»d who fo bleft as we 
The fummons came at laft 

muft to fea , 




5 



O A n d Jem 



When clowds fhut in the fJc 
And ftorms around me howl, 
When livid 



^yer 



lightni 



n 



S* 



fl 



m 




I faw his fhip fo gay 

Swift fly the wave-worn fhore-> 



O 




And threatning thunders roll, 




All 




o 



pes of reft are loft, 



n o 



m o r e , n o 



more, and 



L wind 



m 




tears awa 




No flumbers vifit 
M 



3 .V e r s 



u- 



me ', 



And faw his fhip no 




more 



^ith 



anxious thoughts are toft 
Jemmy on the fea. 




my 



Thoughts are 



toft with \£. 




sung 



hi 



/ 





It 



nt 



sath 




a weeping 



Willow's fhade>fhe fat and fang a - lone^Be 



ne 



ath 



a weeping 



Willow's fhade, The 




fat 



a 



nd 



fang 



a 







PP 



PP 



nevHer Hand 



P 



Heart 



P 



was 



moan, and plaintive was her 




moan 




T he 



"¥ - 
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2. 



Fond Echo to her Strains reply'd 



> 



The Winds her Sorrows bore 



5 



Adieu dear y outh, A die u, f h e c ry^d, 
I ne'er fhall fee thee noore • 



The 



m oc 




bird fat upon a Bough 



And liften'd t o he r kay> 

■ 

Then to the diftant Hills he bore 



The dulcet 



notes away 
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. \r 



raptured I 



g aze,whcn 



m 



y 



Delia 



l s 



by, 



an 



d 



drink the fweet Poifon 



of 



Love from her 



Eyes 



1 





charmed with h e r \ Song 



fweet Voice 



long- 



enchanted are loft in Delight, 



When Love and foft MuficJc their Rantures unite . 



* 



Beyond all Expreffion my Delia I 



1 



ove') 



M 




Heart is fo fixd that it never can rove', 



When T fee her I think 'tis an Angel I fee. 

And the Charms of her mind are a Heav'n to tue 



• - ■ 
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SONG 



V. 





4 




o t h e i°s Woe 



May not thofe Drops that frequent fall to 



CO 




fond 



Ho 



P 



e 



pro-pitiousp r o ve* ? T h e 






gem 



f 



o ra re 



Earth ne'er product a 

Nor wealthy ocean* ample fpace 

So rich a pearl, as that bright tear 



? 




That linger^ on maria^s face') 
So hangs upon the morning rofe 
The chryftal drop of hcav'n refined , 
Awhile with trembling luftre glows 



? 



Is gone, 



and 



leaves no ftain behind 





SONG VI 





4 




ornofthe fweet founding Horn . 




I 



hear the full Tone of the fweet founding Horn 





The 
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fr 




SONG VII. 





All 



RONDO 





My 



genYous heart difdains the Slave of love to 



be 



> 



I fcorn hisfervileChains^ndboaftojylibu 






ty> 



1 fcorn his fervile Chains and boaft my Liber 



ty . This whining and pining and wafting with Care are not to my Tafte, be fhe 
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fhall a Girls 




tt 
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SONG VIII 





ANDANTE 



P 



The Trav'ler benighted and loft, CTerthe mountain pur 








For the remaining Verfes, See the printed Songs 
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O M E, fair Rofma, come away, 
.Long fince dern Winter's dorms have ceas'd 
See ! Nature, in her bed array, 
Invites us to her rural Feaft : 
The Seafon fhall her treafurcs fpread, 
Her mellow fruits and harvefts brown, 
Her flowers their richeft odours fhed, 
And cv'ry breeze pour fragrance down. 

2. 
At noon we'll feek the wild wood's fhade, 
And o'er the pathlefs verdure rove \ 

Or, near a molly fountain laid, 
Attend the mufic of the grove ; 
At eve, the Hoping mead invites 
'Midft lowing herds and flocks to dray ; 
Each hour fhall fnrnifli new delights, 
And Love and Joy ftiall crown the day. 



* 

7 




O N G 



II 



iVl Y Love is gone to fea, 
Whilft I his abfence mourn, 

No joy fhall fmile on me 

Until my Love return. 
He afk'd me for his bride, 
And many vows he fwore ; 
I blufli'd — and foon comply 'd. 
My heart was his before. 

2. 
One little month was pad, 
And who fo bled as we ? 
The fummons came at laft, 
And Jemmy mud to fea. 
I faw his fliip fo gay 
Swift fly the wave-worn fhore 
I wip'd my tears away 
And faw his fhip no more. 

3- 
When clouds fhut in the fl 

And ilor-ms around me ho\ 

When livid lightnings fly 

And threat'niiiir thunders r 



? 



All hopes of reft are loft, 
"No llumbers vifit me, 

My anxious thoughts arc toft 
With 




Oft G 



III. 




ENEATH a weeping willow's fhade 

She fat and fang alone ; 
Her hand upon her heart flic laid 
And plaintive was her moan. 
The mock-bird fat upon a bough 
And lift'ned to her lay, 

Then to the diftant hills he bore 
The dulcet notes away. 

2. 
Fond Echo to her drains reply "d, 
The winds her forrows bore ; 
Adieu ! dear youth — adieu ! fhe cry'd, 
I ne'er fhall fee thee more. 

The mock-bird fat upon a bough 
And lid'ned to her lay, 
Then to the didant hills he bore 
The dulcet notes away. 



2. 
Earth ne'er produe'd a gem fo rare, 
Nor wealthy ocean's ample fpace 
So rich a pearl -as that bright tear 
That lingers on Maria's face. 
So hangs upon the morning rofe 
The chrydal drop of heav'n refin'd, 
Awhile with trembling ludre glows 

and leaves no dain behind. 



All became a cruel maid 

Hath not Love with Love repaid. 

My gen'rous heart difdains, &c. 



* 





N G 



VIII 






Is gone 




O N G 



VI 



E R the hills far away, at the birth of the morn 




O N G 



IV. 



I hear the full tone of the fweet-founding 
The fportfmen with fhoutings all hail the new day 
And fwift run the hounds o'er the^hills far away. 
Acrofs the deep valley their courfe they purfue 
And rufh thro' the thickets yet filver'd with dew ; 
Nor hedges not ditches their fpeed can del 

Still founds the fwcet Horn o'er the hills far away 



1 HE Trav'ler benighted and loft, 
O'er the mountain purfues his lone way ; 
The dream is all candy ? d with froft 
And the icicle hangs on the fpray, 
He wanders in hope fome kind fhelter to find 



(< 



Whilft thro' the fharp hawthorn dill blows the cold 



[wind.** 



2. 




i.NRAPTUR'D I gaze when my Delia is by 
And drink the fweet poifon of Love from her eye ^ 
I feel the foft paflion pervade ev'ry part 
And pleafure unufual plays round my fond heart. 

2. 

I hear her fweet voice, and am charm 'd with her fong 
I think I could hear her fweet voice all day long ; 
My fenfes enchanted, are loft in delight 
When Love and foft Mufic their raptures unite. 

3- 

Beyond all expreflion my Delia I love, 
My heart is fo fix'd that it never can rove ; 
When I fee her I think 'tis an angel I fee, 

And the charms of her mind are a heav'n to me. 




O N G 



VII. 



M 



Y gen'rous heart difdains 




o N G 



v. 




EE down Maria's blufliing cheek 
The tears of foft compaflion flow ; 
Thofc tears a yielding heart befpeak 
A heart that feels for others' woe. 



Tv/r 



vlay not thofe drops, that frequent fall, 
To my fond hope propitious prove, 
The heart that melts at Pity's call 

Will own the fofter voice of Love. 



The flave of Love to be, 
I fcorn his fervile chains 
And boaft my liberty. 

This whining 

And pining 
And wafting with care 
Are not to my tafte, be fhe ever fo fair 

2. 

Shall a girl's capricious frown 
Sink my noble fpirits down ? 
Shall a face of white and red 
Make me droop my filly head ? 
Shall I fet me down and figh 
For an eye-brow or an eye ? 
For a braided lock of hair 
Curfe my fortune and defpair 

My gen'rous heart difdains, fcfr. 

3- 

, Still uncertain is to-morrow, 
Not quite certain is to-day 
Shall I wade my time in forrow? 



The temped howls dreary around 
And rends the tall oak in its flight ; 
Fad falls the cold fnow on the ground, 
And dark is the gloom of the night. 
Lone wanders the Trav'ler a fhelter to find 
ft Whilftthro' the fharp hawthorn dill blows the col<$ 

[wind." 

3- 
No comfort the wild woods afford, 

No fhelter the Trav'ler can fee 

Far off* are his bed and his aboard 

And his home, where he wifhes to be. 

His hearth's chearful blaze dill engages his mind 



H 



Whild thro' the fharp hawthorn keen blows the cold 

[wind.' 1 



N. B. This Eighth Song was added after the Titie Page was 



engraved. 
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emm\ on ihe fea. 



Shall I languidi life away i 
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